7 he Hbflffjof 

s’ hey arc lh Aring, the Prince ctndPoine 

« j>rin • Your money.' '^Sfitvpon them, they allrut.ne away, and f a l f , 
rain. Vlliamcs, ' ijhtljfe after a blowortwo runs away too, leu. 

f tiirtg the boo tie behinde them. 

Yrin. Got with much.eale.Now merrily to horfe:thethceues 
arc fcatter ed, and polled with feare fo ftrongly that they dare 
not meetc each other, each takes hi s fellow for an officer, away 
good Ned,Falftalffe fwearesco dearii,and lards the leane earth 
as he vralkes along : wert hot for. laughing i Ihould pitcie him. 

Panes How the rogue roard, , Exeunt. 

Enter HotJ fur foltis,readtngalcttet\ 

B ut for wine owne part my Lord , l could bee well contented to bee 
therein refpeci of tbs lone l bears your hot;/ ?. 

He could be cotented, why is he no t then?in the refpeil of the 
loue he beares ourhqufe: hefhowesiti cfns,he loues his o<rne 
bafne better then heioues our houfe.Let me fee lome more. 
The pnrpofeyou undertake is danderous, i 
Whythats certanie,tisdangerous to take a cokf , to fleepe, to 
drinkc,butl tel you(my Lord foole)QUtof this nettledanger, 
wc plucketliis flower fafety. 

Tie pnrpofeyou, Undertake is dangerous , the friends you haue %tmtd 
ZJncertame } tbe tune Uj e Ife vrforted , and your whole plot too light, f or 
the counterpoife of fo great an oppofition . 

Say you foifay you fo.lfay vn to youagaineyou area fliah 
low cowardly hinde,and you lyciwhat a lackfbraine is thisfhy 
the Lord our plot is a good plot, as eucr was laid, our friemie 
trpe & coftantia good plot, good friends, & fuj of expeflatio: 
an exceliet plot, very goodirtendsjwhatafroftiefpiritcd rogue 
is this?why,my Lord ofYorke commends the plot.de the gene 
rallcourfe ofthe Action. Zounds & I were now by thisrnical, 
I could brainehimwich Ins Ladies ianne . Is there .iOtniyfa- 
ther, my vnclc, andmylelfe, Lord Edmund Mortimer 1 my 
Lorde ofYorke, Sc Owen Glendower-is there not befides the 
Dowglasfhaue I not a! their letters to meet me in armes by the 
liimhof die next month, an dare they not lom oftliem letfor. 
ward al ready : w hat a pagan rafkall is this, and infidel? H a, you 
fhallfce now in very unceritico.' feare and cold heart, wil he to 
theKing,and lay openal our proceedinges . 0,1 could dmide 

my 


Ht writ the fourth. 
myfelfc.&go to buffets.formouingfuch adilh ofshmimillcC 
withfo honorable an aflion.Hang him, let him telltheKuy 
we are prepared- 1 will fet forward to night. Eater his Lady. 
How now Kate, I muft leaue you within thefe two houres* 
Lady O my good Lord,why arc you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A banifht woman from my Harries bed} 

Tell me,fweet Lord, what is’t that takes from t hee 
Thy ftomack,pleafure,and thy golden fleepe? 

Why doft tho u bend thine eyes vpon the earth? 

And ftart fo ofeen when thou fitftalone? 

Why haft thou loft the frelli bloud in thy cheekes* 

And giuen my treafures and my rights of thee 
To thick eyd mufing,and curft melacholly? 

In my faint flumbers,I by thee watcht, 

And heard theemurmure tales ofyron warres, 

Speake tearmes of manage to thy bounding fteed. 

Cry courage to the field. And thou baft taikt 
Of (allies, and retires,trenches,tents, 
Ofpallizadoes,frontierS„parapets, 

Ol bafihsk$ ; ofcanon,ctlluerin, 

* Ofprifonersranfome,and of fouldiers flaine, 

Andall the current, of a heddy fight, 

Thy fpirir within thee hath bin fo at war, 

And thus hathfo beftird thee in thy fleepe, 

That beds of fwcat hath flood vpon thy brow 
Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame. 

And inchy face ftrangc motions haue apeard. 

Such as we fee when men reftrainetheir breath, 

On fome great fodaine haft.O what portents are thefe? 

Some heauy bufines hath my Lord in hand, 

And I muft know itjClfelie loues me nor. 

Hot what ho, is Gilliams with the packet gone? 

S*r. Hcis.my Lord, an houre agoe. 

Hut. Hath Butler brought thofe horfes from the fheriffW 
Ser. One horfc.my Lord, he brought cuen now. 
hot. What horfc?aroane?a crop eare,isit not f 

S*r. It is mv T.nrrL 
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